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CHAPTER 1


...And often, I just feel lost.

Like a dog who's lost. Who can't find its human. I long for someone. 

Someone who will care for me. Understand me. Understand what I want. 

Often, I don't understand it myself.

I am a child. I am nine years old. And I am a girl. There is a lot I cannot understand. 

Often, I think that what I need is love. I want to be loved and to love back. Something in me wants to love. 

And sometimes, I will get _that_ feeling around people. Around men. 

What I like to do is hug a man, around the waist, and hide my face into him, and have him pat on my head. I did this ever since I was a baby. I don't know if I can still do it. I am nine years old. But I still do it. 

Is that love?

I do it with men I know, of course. My father. My grandfather. I feel like I'm acting silly. I am not a puppy to pat me on the head.

But I still do it. And I love my father but I often feel like I would rather do it with someone else. If only I could. 

I cannot. Of course I cannot.

A nine-year-old girl, in our village, is supposed to obey, be polite, serve her parents, and try to be of some value. Everyone keeps saying that one day, when I am older, I will be of value to my family. They will find me a husband. 

It is like I am being bred, like a chicken. My family breeds me to sell me off into another family. The family of my husband.

My future husband. I sometimes think about him.

No one here understands me. Or even wants to understand. I am just a little girl. Small, cute, obedient schoolgirl. They have no idea of what's shut up inside me. Like a dragon in a box.

I don't understand it either. What is love? Who do I love? I don't know. 

I don't think other kids in my class feel the same. My friends, no. Biyu, of course not. I once asked her. And she's like, "What are you even talking about?"

Well, I said. You know. _That_ feeling. The warmth. The giggles. The ache down there. Like melting. Like melting and leaking, sometimes. Something like pee but it's not pee. I feel so ashamed about it. I can never stop it.

And it's such warmth when it leaks out. That pee is love?

Biyu had no idea. She thought I was being weird. Biyu doesn't understand me either.

Last night, I dreamt of a place. A grand beautiful house and a park. 

And there was someone there, waiting for me, loving me. Knowing all about me. 

In the dream, I knew that I live in that place. I have a family there. Not like my parents' family. Not at all. A different family.

I woke up in the middle of the night. And for a minute, I felt like I was still there. Like I just need to make one step to stay forever. 

I so wanted to. But then it was over.



CHAPTER 2


"Whoa."

I quickly reread the page and looked at Tanya again.

"It's much... better... than what you showed me last time. I mean that girl from... Sweden? A year ago?"

"Last May," Tanya nodded. "Didn't work out, we lost contact pretty soon. Too bad. She was a good match for you guys."

"Yeah... But this is in fact better. I mean, it's just... much clearer. A very powerful statement. I wonder how much of this..."

"You mean, is this the girl or is this the tech? Actually both. She is an unusually clear-minded motivated child. We already scan for exceptionals, of course, and this is a very strong signal. But yes, it also helps that we had those worlder upgrades recently. Technology goes at an amazing pace."

"Clear-minded..." I hesitated. "You say clear-minded, but..."

"Yep. Of course." Tanya smiled. "Not quite as clear-minded as this might suggest. She _is_ a nine-years-old in rural China. And this is not even a translation. It is more of a reconstruction. Think of this as something she _would_ have told you about her childhood in China, in a few years of living... with you guys... and learning Faravvaic, and making some sense of both worlds and of her journey. It's a post-perspective. That's how a worlder works. You can't use it to spy on someone's moment-now but it can extrapolate from there and show you those of the threads that touch you."

"I understand. If only because no little girl would call herself cute, right?"

"Wrong. Actually." Tanya laughed, and once again I marveled at how easily adults of Faravvay can be mistaken for children. Especially when they laugh. "Well, it's partly cultural. They don't have our exact word in Chinese, and the way she thinks of course depends on her language. But it's customary in China to compliment little girls with the word that more or less corresponds to our 'cute', and she's got used to thinking of herself as cute. She knows what that means."

"And she..."

"And she knows it has something to do with love. Which she really badly needs, that's... unmistakable. The Need for Love readings are consistently high. Which is why I..."

"Called me?"

"Yes. Normally we would just leave a notification on the High Board. But sometimes things are a little more urgent."

I gulped. "Speaking of cute..."

"Yeah. I know what you want to say." Tanya jumped from her chair and came up. She touched my arm. "Of course you want to see her. And she wants to see... someone who's very much like you. You're such a good match. But you can't. Not yet. You can only see her when she sees you, and this..."

"And this takes time. I understand. Can't use a worlder to spy. Not even a sneak peek."

"Bon, darling, don't make a sour face." Tanya was beaming all her charm at me. "You'll see her all right. I'm sure she's as cute as a kitten pie. She's already exceptional as far as we can see. Good genes go together, you know?"

I smiled. "Of course. Good genes go together. Thank you Tanya. Thank you so much."

"Good! Your girls need you happy, remember! Anticipating!" Tanya laughed again and turned to her screen.

"OK, how about we... make you guys an appointment in five days exact? Next Tuesday. Nine AM. Sounds good? First thing in the morning. You come with your family, and..."

"But, hey, what if..."

"Just give me a call. But I'm sure it will be all right... with your girls. They are good girls. Very good girls. You just read them this text and... see what they say. They won't disappoint you, Bon."

"Oh. Tanya. Thank you."

"Aha. You're welcome." For a minute, Tanya was looking at me quizzically. Then she slapped her laps, jumped up and pranced across the room, glancing at the screens. "We'll have the batteries fully charged. And will attempt a communication. And... see where that gets us. How urgent anything is. Makes sense?... Don't fear, Bon dear! Ça c'est Bon!"

Tanya smiled. I smiled back.

I don't like my native world called Earth. I have never felt much nostalgia for it. It's full of cruelty and chock-full of stupidity. But I've been in Faravvay long enough to notice that the people who arrive here from Earth are all exceptional. Incredibly smart and incredibly kind.

Especially little girls. Tanya once was one.

And she came closer to me, again. Very close.

"Listen, Bon. Do you want me to... come for a chat? I could tomorrow. Or even today. When I'm done here in a couple hours. Mmm?"

"Tanya..."

"Yeah... I would tell your littles everything we know... answer all questions... just to make them feel good about it. I love your girls, you know that? Bonnie?"

"Yes. Yes, I know."

"We would have such a great time together. I really love your family. It's a pity you don't... go out very often. I miss you guys."

She was looking at me. She wasn't hiding her eyes. I gulped.

"Tanya... I like you too, and..."

"...and you know your girls like me, but? But what? Spill it."

"Tanya, do you... excuse me if... but do you, mmm... want to see us... make love? Like last time? Not that I mind, honest, I'm just... I kind of prefer to know beforehand, and..."

Tanya's laughter drowned the rest of my mumblings. She jumped on me and, in a quick embrace, made an unexpectedly serious "Yes!" into my ear. I nearly fell.

I caught my breath. Tanya was already in her chair, looking at the screen. She made a wave at me without looking. As if saying, "Go. Now go."

"Tanya, do we... Do we know her name already?"

"Nope. Not yet." Tanya didn't turn. "Working on it. Will let you know."

I went.



CHAPTER 3


"Yenay!" 

I hurry into the kitchen.

"Take the tea, Yenay. Take it to your Father and Mr Chung. Be nice! Be polite."

My Mother looks at me, quick to disapprove as always. I lower my head.

"Mr Chung is a very important man. You understand?"

I understand.

Mr. Chung is the most powerful man in our village. He is the Peoples Representative. And he is rich. He owns the only general store for many miles around.  

And he always notices me when I come in to buy something. I'm not a nothing for him. I've always felt that.

I glide into the room, looking at the cups. I put the tea tray on the low table. I dare not look up. 

I know I must not leave until I'm told to. 

"Yenaaay!" Mr Chung always sings my name like that. "Looks like you have grown another inch. Look at this child! Now let me see your face."

I look up and try to smile. His face seems kind, so I feel better. 

Mr. Chung has a son, two years older than me. My parents have been talking about how they would like to get us married one day. They now talk about it openly, even when they know I can hear them.

My friend Biyu was recently telling me some weird things about Mr Chung's son and his friends. I don't always believe her. Biyu likes to gossip.

Mr. Chung holds out his hand and I put my palm into his. Suddenly I want to hug him. And then I'm afraid: what if he can guess? 

He gently squeezes my hand. "How old are you now, girl?"

"I am nine, sir." Of course he knows my age.

"Such a cute girl. And I feel a sturdiness in you. A strength."

"Thank you," I whisper.

I glance at Father. His face is pleasant and polite. But I think he's also afraid of something. What?

Mr Chung turns to Father. "Bring Yenay with you next time you come to the store. My youngest son helps me out now. It is time they met."

Father's head starts bobbing up and down. "Yes. Yes Mr Chung. We will be honored. We will come."

I feel like bursting. His hand on my shoulder is so hot. I try hard not to tremble. 

The heavy hand leaves my shoulder and pats me on the head. 

I look into Mr. Chung's eyes. He is smiling at me. His hand finally lets me go and I back away, bowing out of the room. I know it was time to leave. The two men would not start talking again until I'm gone.

I know why my Father is so excited. Marriage. Even though it's years and years away. 

A whole lifetime. I feel like I would burst long before that. 

My heart beats faster as I walk past my Mother. And I can feel the moisture again. I brush my inner thighs but that never helps. 

I avoid looking at my Mother. I know I'm not supposed to have the feelings... any feelings. Especially such feelings. 

I hurry back to my chores. 




CHAPTER 4


"Yenay. It's a unique name. Very rare. But very fitting. Can you guess what it means?" Tanya looked at the kids, smiling.

"Do names always mean something?" Kathy inquired. 

My Kathy loves to ask always-questions. She's keen to know how things _always_ are. 

My Kathy is always keen, period. Always inquiring. And she's eleven already. How time flies.

"Not always." Tanya smiled. "But in China, on Earth, they do. Most of the time. They love fancy names that tell stories. And they often have several names, too. One for school, one for family, one for..."

I could see that my Kathy was impressed. 

We use lots of names and nicknames and pet names - like any family. But the idea of doing it in a systematic way was apparently new to this girl. She was probably already thinking up a naming scheme for all of us. One for sex, one for school...

"Yenay means _she who loves_," Tanya finally said, in a relaxed voice. She was now looking at me. "And I think this is wonderfully fitting. We don't know much about the girl yet... but we do know that she's in love. Now. She is a girl who loves."

"Loves who?" demanded little Lily. She was sitting on my arm, and I felt her tiny buttocks squeeze a little as she asked her question.

"That's it. You're right, Lily honey. As of now, Yenay loves... no one in particular. She wants to love. Ready to love. Very much. She's suffering without it. And recently we think... we suspect..."

Tanya paused and smiled, her eyes closed. As if she was just about to open a birthday present.

"We kind of detect that... who she's in love with, already, not knowing it, is... you. Your family. Your Bon."

"Oh," Kathy said.

It was such a complex multilayered "Oh." 

I think Kathy had more or less guessed from the start why Tanya, who works in the Immigration Service, would come to us and tell us about some little girl in another world. Kathy is a Faravvay girl who lives in a High family. She knows how all that works. A year ago she helped me find Lily and has been a perfect sister-wife to her. 

Kathy loves me. Kathy loves little Lily. She's a girl who can love all right. 

But Kathy's feelings are often complex. And multilayered.

And I think Tanya could feel that. 

"Now, Kathy, look... Yenay is in another world. It's... different from when a Faravvay girl falls in love, see? Kathy?"

"Yes."

"It's not the very worst of the worlds, but... it's pretty nasty. Earth. Certainly Big Bon was telling you a lot about it... right Bon?"

"Yes," Kathy said quickly, before I could answer.

"And it's nasty especially for... kids who are... who need love. And Yenay..."

"Yes." 

This "yes" was, finally, quite a bit warmer. I love you, Kathy, I thought. I love you.

"So it's not like we can do all the... examining and testing and introductions as we do with kids here. We can barely reach her where she is. But we can try to rescue her. To bring her here. Do you think we should try?"

"Yes." 

This was a slow and distracted "yes." My Kathy was already busy thinking about how we would accommodate another child into our family. Into our home. Into our life.

"I love you Kathy," whispered I. Kathy smiled her tiny smile and put her graceful hand on my knee.

"What is she like?" asked Lily, hugging my neck but looking at Tanya. "Is she like us?"

"I don't know, Lily. Sorry. We know very little of her still. We are trying to find out." Tanya sighed. "She is nine years old but small for her age. She's about as tall as you Lily... I think."

I felt my seven-years-old Lily stretch in my arms, as if trying to get bigger for a second.

"And we know she's kind... because only kind children fall in love like that. And she's smart, for pretty much the same reason. And she is..."

"Is she pretty?" Kathy was looking at Tanya. 

With any Earth girl, that question would have meant, "Is she prettier than me?" But my Kathy is not an Earth girl. Thankfully, blissfully, she's just not. 

"I am sure of that," Tanya said in her serious tone. "We can't see her yet but... everything points to that. She must be very attractive."

"Does she love to lovefuck?" Lily asked, in a dreamy voice. Kathy chuckled. 

"She hasn't tried it yet," Tanya said, with the same seriousness. "She knows little about it. But what she knows, she does love. Very much. I hope if we can rescue her, we could..."

Lily sighed her contented sigh, hugging me tighter. The warm moon of her happy face was now close.

So close. I took a deep breath and kissed Lily on the lips. 

Time passed.

"It's... getting late..." I finally managed to say.

"Oh. Right. Late... Little kids need to... go nighty night..." Tanya echoed, in such a strange voice that I looked up at her.

Tanya was now on the floor, sitting next to Kathy. They were very close. And they were holding hands.

I couldn't gawk for long. Lily was trying to pull down her pants, with one hand, still hugging my neck with the other. I rushed to help.

Pantless, Lily immediately obscured the world for me with her plump little ass. I barely had a moment to kiss it. She quickly sank her bottom deep into my crotch and started to do little bum-jumps there, breathing fast. 

My Lily was knocking at the door. Asking me to let her in. 

And I did.

Holding the child tight with one hand, I released my penis and started to rub her opening with its tip. 

She was wet. Unusually wet. But she was a seven-years-old. We'd never had sex without lubrication before. I started looking around for the closest bottle. 

But I could never reach it. With a tiny yelp, my child wife pushed herself onto the tip of my penis. 

Just the tip. Just the very tip.

I almost screamed. It was such an incredible sensation. So... powerful.

So complex and multilayered.

There was quite a bit of pain, of course. She was so tight. So fuckstoppingly tight. Cockskinningly tight! I couldn't even think to move.

But I felt her pussy. In a completely new way. Like never before. 

So new. So raw. So hot and so... sweet. That's just the word! Overused to meaninglessness, it was now so literal. Like my penis had turned into a tongue. And it was savoring the taste of Lily's tiny pussy.

And it was so sweet. So so sweet. 

And I didn't really need to move myself. My child wife was already doing the movements. Up and down. Up and down. Sometimes a little askew, when she kind of lost her balance for a moment. 

She was gasping and squirming but apparently happy. She wasn't screaming in pain. 

No lubrication. Very little foreplay. I couldn't believe it but she wasn't screaming in pain. She was very aroused and active. And she was swallowing me deeper and deeper and...

I moaned. I almost wept. The pain and the pleasure were unbearable. I could barely register what's going on. 

I knew one thing, though. If only I want to stop my child lover from getting serious vagina burns... even ruptures... and myself too, for that matter... I better orgasm right now. 

Now. Before we go any deeper. 

Thankfully... it was easy. It was so easy and full and strong and... painful and...

Am I a masochist? I never thought pain could make me come quicker. 



*

"Oh of course! She's such a show-off." Tanya laughed.

We were alone now, sipping tea in the kitchen. Both kids were asleep.

"So you think... it's because..."

"Of course. She wanted to show Aunt Tanya how good she is at lovefucking her Big Bon. And Aunt Tanya was duly impressed."

I chuckled. 

"Little kids need to prove themselves, Bon. All the time. Even here. I mean, even in Faravvay."

I made a face.

"No, really. She may be your darling and kitten and whatever. It's perfectly normal for you to dote on her because she's little. Kathy is fine with that, by the way. Kathy dotes on her too. But for the little girl herself, it's... different."

"You mean..."

"She wants her rightful place in the family. In life. And you may think she more than deserves it just because she's little... and cute, and smart, and... But she doesn't see it that way. To herself, she's just little. She knows that Kathy knows more, and talks more, and does stuff more, and... if I may guess... gets more of your love, right? Lovefucking?"

"Tanya!" I gasped. "She's seven! Doctors keep saying she shouldn't be doing it more than once a day, and..."

"I know. I know. And she may not even want more, yet. But she wants to prove herself. She wants to score. Especially when there's someone from outside the family who can praise her. Like me."

I laughed. I didn't want to argue anymore. 

But I wanted to ask Tanya about something. And she guessed what it was.

"And no, Bon, I will not... steal your Kathy from you. I couldn't even if I wanted. We just... we feel a certain attraction. You may have noticed."

Tanya was being shy. That was very unusual.

"I would love to... come cuddle with her... sometimes. If you don't mind, of course. You're the adult in the family. I don't think it would do any harm to her or to... her feelings for you. What do you think?"

I shrugged weakly.

"Not too often. I can't come often anyways. But she liked it this time, and... I liked it too. Just some petting for now. And..."

Tanya touched my hand with her hot fingers.

"...and of course you can join if you want. Or... not."

I wanted to say something but I just couldn't.

"She loves you," Tanya said very quietly. "She loves you so much, Bon."

She smiled. Without looking at me. 

The house was perfectly quiet. You can never have such a warm, unhurried, dreamlike silence on Earth.

And then, suddenly, there was a different Tanya before me. Tight and energetic.

"It's late, Bon. I just wanted to tell you something about Yenay. Before I go."

She was now pacing back and forth across the kitchen. Almost prancing. Almost dancing to what she was saying.

"I didn't want to scare the girls. But you should know. Things are kind of... Yenay may be in danger. Now," she added before I could interject, "nothing bad has happened yet. Maybe nothing will. It's just that there's a... an adult male who... who's taken interest in her."

I straightened up in my chair.

"Weird, huh? We can't get any meaningful practical details about her, but... we can sniff out emotions. In her, or... in someone. Any emotions related to her. There's no connection between worlds except via human emotions. Any technology is secondary. Of course you know that."

Tanya sat down and looked at me.

"And you need to know that I already... kind of took advantage of that. That emotional spike. That man..."

She closed her eyes — without a smile.

"He was really enjoying saying her name... which is how I could detect it. And he touched her. No, no, nothing... yet. But he was really... looking at her... as a prize. As a sexual prize. Maybe not even for himself, but..."

I took a deep breath. 

"And it's China!" Tanya exclaimed. "Not exactly a model country for children's rights. With their history..."

"Do you think we..." I interrupted.

"No. We can't really do anything yet. Batteries are charging. It takes time. We can only make it worse if we attempt it now... without full power and..."

"Without full emotion?"

"Exactly. Exactly, Bon. Your emotion. You're the crucial component. You're our main battery. And that Tuesday date is really important. It may be our only chance."

I knew better than to show her how scared I was of this sudden responsibility. But she saw it in my face.

"I know, Bon. I know. It's a tall order... to get yourself in love with a girl you know basically nothing about. But it's possible. We've done weirder things before. It's Faravvay, Bon."

Suddenly Tanya leaned forward and kissed me on the lips.

"It's Faravvay. You can do things like that here. It's the land of love, remember?"

Tanya laughed and jumped up. 

"Talk to your Kathy, Bon. Really. Talk to her about love. She's a real Faravvay girl. She has it in her. She will help you. If anything, she will calm you down. OK?"

Was it OK? I had no idea. 

"Really really have to run now, Bon. Thank you for the wonderful evening. See you on Tuesday. Don't be late! And call me if... if anything."

She was already at the door when she turned and whispered, mockingly:

"You have grown bigger... Big Bon!"

Before I could unpack all meanings of this, she was gone.




CHAPTER 5


Last night, I had that dream again. That place. That family.

They have a large house. Very tall. And it's on the top of a hill. And they live there. The big man and the two girls. 

In this dream, I wasn't living there with them. It was like I came for a visit from a faraway land. I came to see my dear friends. And they were showing me around. And we were all so happy. We laughed all the time.

And it was so beautiful there. Better than in any movie I've seen. It was no movie. It was so real.

And the girls were playing with me. And hugging me and kissing me. They were so kind. One was about my age, the other older. They were so nice. Especially the older one.

And they hugged and kissed the big man, too. Somehow I knew he's not their father. I knew they were in love. They were in love all three. They wanted me to see that.

And the big man hugged the older girl really tight. And they both laid down on a bed. The man laid down right on top of the girl. Belly to belly. He pressed her down. 

And she hugged him with her arms and her legs. She hugged him really tight. And she laughed.

And that was so crazy and so exciting that I woke up. I was all wet. I was breathing so heavy. As if I just ran a mile in a gym class. And finished first.

And I was weeping, too. I don't know why. I didn't feel sad. I felt grateful.

I didn't have time to go over my dream, though. The alarm clock rang. Another day of school and gym and work and chores. Of being nice and smart and cute. 

Another day of... waiting? For what?


*

I closed my bedroom door and began to get ready for bed. Undressing slowly. Thinking. Feeling.

It was such a big day. A lot to think about.

After school, my Father took me to Mr Chung's store. And Mr Chung took me to the inner rooms and talked to me. What do I like to wear, and to eat, stuff like that. He also took some pictures. He said I am very pretty. 

And he gave me a nice Western dress as a present. Dark red with lace. He said I should try it on and come in it, on Tuesday night, to his store. Alone. Without my Father. 

Also I saw his son there, briefly. He is fat. And he was saying nasty things to me until his father sent him away. I don't think I will ever want to marry him.

And then there was this strange feeling. 

As if I'm not alone. As if someone is with me, only he's not real. Just watching me. Not spying, but watching to make sure I am safe. Like maybe my parents watched me when I was just starting to walk. 

It felt good to be watched like that.

And it actually started in school today, I think. In the gym class. We had a Western day in the gym today, playing volleyball. And I suddenly felt as if someone is watching me play. Some magical being. Very very kind. 

Like God. Only it wasn't God. He was watching just me. Me alone. He was my friend.

And I so wanted my friend to like me. I wanted to be the best for him. It felt so exciting. I scored three times! I had never scored in volleyball before. 

And it didn't end with the gym class. It didn't end at all! I still feel it. Him.

He is here with me. Here in the bedroom.

And he was with me as I talked to Mr Chung. And I felt so safe. Not scared at all. I was joking and giggling and very relaxed. I think Mr Chung liked it. He was pleased. 

But it wasn't him. It was my magic friend. I didn't feel much for Mr Chung today. Not even when he held my hands in his, and then hugged me and patted me on the head. It was fun, but it was not what made me so excited.

Enough about Mr Chung. I want to think about that magical being that's watching me. Still with me. Still here. I can feel him.

We're alone together now, finally. For the first time today.

My heart was beating faster. I quickly slipped on my night gown and got into the bed and closed my eyes.  

And then I remembered the big man from my dreams. 

The strange beautiful man in that strange beautiful place. He didn't look like men in the village. He wasn't Chinese. He didn't look like any man I had ever seen.

And I imagined it was him watching me. And it gave me such a rush of warmth. I sat up and tossed the blanket away.

And I giggled and lifted up my gown. Up to my chin. I so wanted to be watched now. I wanted to be seen all naked! 

My nipples felt tingly. Warmth filled up all of my chest and belly and even butt. Even between the legs. I knew the moisture is there again. But I didn't feel ashamed anymore. I felt proud.

I laid back down on my bed because I wanted to spread my legs really wide.

'Look!' I breathed out. 

I went all over my body, feeling, stroking, rubbing. As if I was having a bath. But it felt so new now. So unlike anything before. I touched my nipples and I just gasped. They were so sensitive. 

And I touched myself between the legs. 

There was so much... no, not pee, I thought. It's more like drool. When you're hungry and you have a full plate before you and you drool. And I felt so amazingly free of shame and disgust. For the first time in my life. 

No need to wipe out the drool. It helps the fingers glide. And rub. And play. Like that.

So pleasant. So so pleasant.

I was feeling myself, like the tongue feels the inside of the mouth. Except it was so much more pleasant.

'Look! Look at me!' I kept whispering. The big man felt so real now. So close. I had touched myself before but that was different. I was doing it for him now. I wanted him to see me. 

Look at me. Love me!

So sloppy. So pleasant. So wild. My fingers were moving as if on their own. 

Now, I always knew there was a thing there. Like a pimple, right in front of the slit. I never touched it before because it felt too ticklish. But today it was all different. I reached for it.

I now knew what this pimple was for. 

My hips lifted. And my fingers just worked like mad. Faster. Stronger. Pressing, pushing, rubbing. I could not stop. 

'Look at me! Please please please look at me —'

I couldn't suppress a scream. My whole body stiffened and bucked. Huge waves of hot sweet milk tumbled all over me. I went blind for a second.

"Yenay, what is wrong? Are you OK?" 

My Mother's voice. The walls in our house are so thin. 

I could hardly move but I managed to turn on the bed and pull the covers over my body.

"I stumped my toe. It's OK." 

I took a deep breath. I lay on my side with my legs drawn up. I felt like I was floating. It felt so nice. I wanted to float away into those feelings. 

Like a I was somewhere else. Like... he was holding me. In a boat. On a river...

Floating. So nice. 




CHAPTER 6


I woke up in the middle of the night. 

The consciousness was bright as a summer midday. The penis was rock hard and the balls ached the sweet ache of fullness.

It was a familiar feeling. A wake of the "I'm needed" kind. In Faravvay, I learned to wake up, crystal-clear, as soon as I am wanted by someone I love. It came naturally with all the other bodily changes.

One of my children needed me. Children have little patience. You can't keep a child waiting.

I smiled without opening my eyes and stretched on the bed. But no warm body touched mine.

I sat up.

Kathy was sound asleep, half the bed across from me. And Lily was in her room — I had cradled her to sleep there. 

But the feeling of being needed was stronger than ever. How weird. How...

Yenay!

I barely contained a scream. The presence was suddenly overwhelming. How could I not... How could I even sleep!

A child. A real child. A human being who needed me. Not "someone very much like me"! Me, me, this body and soul and... everything. A real someone across unimaginable spacetime and yet... here.

Right here. On this bed.

I still could not see her. But you don't really need to see when you're in bed with someone. You need to feel. Touch. Whisper. 

Smell. Stroke.

You just need to be. To be-with (a Faravvaic word). To be present. To be warm and heavy and... hard...

Very quietly, trying not to wake up Kathy, I laid back and began masturbating. 

That felt weird. I think I never did it alone ever since I had my Kathy, but... it felt right now. Yenay wanted me to. Yenay was helping me. Yenay needed me to...

Half an hour later I was asleep again, all wet from tears, sweat, and cum. Yenay, I knew that, was asleep too, safe and happy for now.


*


"No, Lily. No. No. I'm not mad at you."

"Honest to love?"

"Honest to love, Lily. You did nothing wrong. It was my fault entirely."

"Fault, what fault?"

"I mean, I... I was distracted. I didn't think of you at the moment. We were talking, Tanya and..."

"But what fault!"

"I wasn't ready, Lily, I... let you act unsafely. I didn't..."

"So you're mad! You're mad at me! Yes you are!"

"Lily. Lily. How can I be mad? You did what you did, and... It's on me to make sure you're safe. Are you sore?"

"Not sore! Not sore at all! Look! Look!"

"OK. OK, I see. You're almost not sore indeed. You're almost fine. But there's some... redness around here, so let me..."

"Not sore at all!"

"Just some... ointment... you like the smell, don't you? Now, Lily, don't you be mad at me. I just want you to be cheerful and... healthy..."

"Mmm! That smells nice."

"And that is... the best medicine... for the most beautiful girl's pussy. That'll do it good. We'll just need to skip a day today."

"Skip a day! Why!"

"To give it time to heal, Lily dear. Please don't cry. We were going to the city anyway, remember? We'll have a whole day of fun today."

"Rides! Rides!"

"Yes. Rides, too. Now let's put on your panties. Kathy? Kathy, are we ready?"


* 

A giant panda bear walks down a park alley.

It walks bipedally. Two little girls in plain blue dresses with white collars walk along with it, hand in paw. The older one tries to steer closer to the huge animal — to synchronize her little steps with its bearly stride. The younger girl jerks the paw around, skips, and laughs.

That panda is me. It is my disguise for being in public. A safety measure. A voluntary self-curtailment to prevent unplanned infatuations.

I am a High. Highs wear disguises in public because a High is too easy to fall in love with. 

It's not that Faravvay is trying to limit love. It's just trying to make sure each love is healthy and fulfilled. This is just common sense.

And that's extra important for pedophilic Highs such as myself. For an adult, an unfulfilled love is just a pain. For a child, it may mean a permanent developmental damage.

Some Highs just never go into public places. Others use invisibility. But I don't like invisibility. 

It's not that I don't attract children when in disguise, of course. That's not the point. We do turn heads. Little people gather and gaze and giggle. They come up to touch my fur. To pet and cuddle. To ride on me. 

It's just that these kids don't instinctively reach into their pants and under their skirts when they see the panda. And they don't cry and turn pale when their parents or older spouses pull them away from me.

I'm just a pet. That suits me and my girls fine. We can have fun and play with kids safely. Kids need to play with other kids.

Well, sometimes some girls do reach under their skirts, regardless. But it's not my fault. I am a panda. And they are just normal Faravvay kids. 


*

Except that today none of us seems to be in a mood to play. 

Little Lily is still sour at me for "skip a day" and, I suspect, still sore down below. Kathy probably did see me masturbating last night — she's not mad at me but puzzled and a little sad. And myself, I can't get out of my head what's going to happen on Tuesday, nine AM. I'm too jittery to enjoy our grand day out.

One way to relax is by observing life. Just the routine social life in a big city park. All kinds of people. Strolling, jogging, chatting, playing. Hugging and kissing. Having fun. 

What a world. 

I tried to remember my first hours in Faravvay. How I was walking around the streets. Agasp at everything. At everyone. 

I was dizzy. Totally overwhelmed. Jittery, too. I seriously expected to see mass orgies in the streets and was somewhat disappointed there were none. 

And I was very lonely back then. Meeting my Kathy was a whole painful month away still. I thought I was so used to loneliness during my life on Earth, but I found that wandering alone in this land of easy love stung much worse.

At least my Chinese child wouldn't feel lonely after she wakes up in her new world.

Wait. Wait. What am I going to do? Kidnap a child from her home? Tear a nine-years-old away from everything and everyone she's ever seen in her life? Put her in the middle of a weird world where giant pandas walk in the streets and little girls take turns to have sex with a boy they both love?

Or where (we were on a playground now) a young woman, mommy or wifey to a charming toddler who's just tripped and fell and is crying his eyes out, gets down to hug him, then quickly unzips his bottom and does a soothing slurp on the tiny penis? 

And it works. The boy is happy again. Is that any less wholesome than an Earth mother who suckles her crying baby to soothe him to sleep?

Well, at least my new love should recognize the panda, I thought. Pandas live in China, that much I know. Shouldn't I be reading up everything I can find on modern China right now?

But we're not home... and there are kids around. And in Faravvay, kids always win. "Not now, I am busy," said no Faravvay adult to a child ever. Kids are the kings and queens of this land. I hope that is something Yenay might like better than her native China.

We are on a playground, and a red-haired boy of about five is climbing up on me by grasping at my fur. He wants a ride. He feels he's entitled to it. Why have a panda on a playground if not for riding?

He is right, of course.



*

The pale prints that my fingers left on Lily's calves are quickly blending back to pink. 

I'm panting heavily. I'm on all fours over my little wife's naked body. Gasping for air after another mind-exploding orgasm.

I did it. I did it! I'll never get used to it.

I've just had intense inseminating sex with a seven-year-old child.

And my little Lily is visibly content. She has just won her "skip a day" battle for justice. She was picking at me all day and she finally got her way. We ended up not skipping anything. Lily scored today. (As most days.)

And she looks like she quite liked it. There was little if any pain. The ointment seemed to have helped. Of course, this time we didn't forget about the lube. 

I think we did everything right. Which is never a given with a seven-year-old.

And that opens a window of opportunity for me. (Just let me pull my pants on.)

See, back on my native Earth, the most progressive countries have a law: teachers are not allowed to be in relationship with their students. Regardless of age. On Earth, this is indeed a progressive thing to do because people there tend to be scumbags. This is just another guard against abuse.

But it's also a law because, even when the teacher is not a scumbag, mixing up teaching and love is so difficult. It's an incredibly explosive mix. Powerful but unpredictable. On Earth, they're just not equipped to deal with it.

Here in Faravvay, we have to deal with it daily. We harness the power of this combination. We strive to be the best teachers by loving our students and the best lovers by teaching them. It is possible but it's hard, hard work.

And one of the things that makes it possible at all is, of course, temporal orchestration. We make use of the fact that love comes in bursts. 

After an orgasm, there's this brief time window when I am unusually clear-minded and energetic and in control of everything. And it's also when my kids are unusually docile and receptive and open-minded. It's a good time for some useful discussion, workshop, or just an announcement — whenever one of my child wives, or better both, have a fresh refill of my lovemilk in their inner sanctums.

It's pure physiology. But it would be a waste not to put it to good use.
 
And today, I have an announcement to make.

"Girls. Listen to me. Kathy. Lily. On Tuesday... that's two days from now... we wake up seven AM. Very early. And we have no morning lovvies, OK? We pack up and go. Because..."

"Why why why!" Lily is habitually rebellious, but the degree of rebellion is low. She's still a girl who's just had a very satisfying lovefuck.

"Because, Lily. We're going on a mission. It is a very important mission."

"Yenay?" Kathy asks.

With all the Lily drama and our grand day out today, Kathy hasn't been intimate with me since yesterday. She's not showing it but I know she's hungry. I embrace my brave, intelligent, kind girl and kiss her on her beautiful wincing eyes. 

"Yes, Kathy. It's about Yenay. We'll go to Tanya's and we will try to... get in contact with that girl."

"Just contact?"

"I honestly can't say, Kathy. No one knows how it may turn out. It may be just a... an emotional exchange, even without words. On the other hand, if the contact is good, we may be able to pull her out of there entirely. Physically."

"Physically?"

"Bodily. We may be able to get her out of Earth and into Faravvay. If we're lucky."

"And if not?"

"Then we may have to... try again sometime. In any case, we'll know a lot more about this mysterious girl than we do now. So it's important that we're... not late and that... we come prepared. And prepared means..."

My Kathy is a very calm and patient girl. I'm so lucky to have her. I wouldn't be able to manage Lily without her. By now, however, even Kathy's patience is wearing thin. Her slender fingers are absent-mindedly wiggling into my pants.

But I haven't finished yet. As tenderly as I can, I put my Kathy on the bed and stand up.

"...And prepared means, we must arrive thinking about her already... Loving her. See? Even if that sounds too... But we must try. We must arrive emotionally charged towards the nine-year-old Yenay in China, Earth. And then..."

Now for the difficult part.

"And then... it all depends on how... emotional we can get in the process. I mean... I can get. Me is who matters... but I am not alone, right? I have my two beautiful girls, and... I pretty much depend on you."

Lily sits up. Kathy is playing with her hair, a sign of introspection.

"Now, Tanya has some wonderful tech that makes it all possible, but... it doesn't work without human emotion. My emotion. And I..."

"So I'll need to play Yenay for you." 

Kathy isn't even asking. She knows. 

In matters of love, Kathy always just knows. It's amazing.

"Mmm... yes. Yes, Kathy. That's... yes. At least we should try. I will be with Yenay... mentally, but I need..."

"You need me to play her body... to orgasm?"

That'd be one cringey question — if not for Kathy's face. She is smiling. She's looking at me and smiling.

And with Kathy, "smiling" almost always means "smiling sympathetically." Which is why I almost not cringe.

"Oh... yes, Kathy. Yes. That's the idea. That's how the highest level of emotion is... achieved."

"Why Kathy? Why Kathy again! Why not me!" Lily is awake and freshly rebellious. "Tanya said, that Yenay is like me! I can play her better because..."

Before I can say anything, my Kathy disarms the rebel. All she has to do is laugh (heartily) and hug (gently) her little sis-wife. 

And the two girls fall down on the bed. And they roll and kiss and laugh and tickle. They do what children always do on beds — in all worlds. (Maybe with less kissing in some of them, though.)

And I join them. I can't help it. I join them. 

I mean, our love is sexual. We're a family who do a lot of healthy lovefucking. But sometimes, I just want to bounce and tickle and scream and pillow-fight with my kids. Why can't I? 

I'll have my Kathy tonight. We need to rehearse. And I have so much to talk about with my big little wife. I really ache for her. 

But for now I just want to be a wild child on a big, big, big bed.




CHAPTER 7


I often wonder what other countries are like. Maybe I'll never get to see any. No one I know in our village has ever been abroad.

But last night, I had a weird dream. I was in a foreign country. A very strange country. 

It was all ruled by children. No adult could order around a child, ever. I don't think there is such a country anywhere for real. But in the dream, it was so much fun.

And I was in a school in that country. It was outdoors. The kids were sitting on grass. And the teacher was walking around among them. And that teacher was a giant panda bear.

That panda walked and talked like a human. And he was such a good teacher. We listened to his every word.

And he was also very funny. He was joking and acting weird and everybody laughed. It felt so foreign. We never laugh so much in my real school in the village. Not during classes. 

And then the teacher asked me something, I don't remember what, and I jumped up and yelled: "Yes!" Just: "Yes!"

And I knew at once that was the correct answer. And I was awarded a hug for it. That panda teacher gives hugs to his kids instead of marks. 

And so I started walking towards the panda. And all the kids were looking at me as I went. I was in that dark red dress with lace that I tried on before going to sleep. It was so pretty. 

And the panda was there. Looking at me. He was so huge. And I knew he's going to hug me, and it felt so exciting!

And all the kids will see us. Will see me with the teacher. It was just too exciting.

So as I walked past the kids, I just picked up and lifted the skirt of my dress. I just pulled it all the way up. 

I have no idea why. It felt so good. As if I wanted to show that to my teacher. I wanted him to see me as no one else can. 

It was so weird. But so exciting. 

And that's the last thing I remember from the dream.


*

"Yenay! Up! Up at once or you'll be late!"

Oh.

It was such a weird and wonderful dream. Only I woke up all wet again. Oh no. 

Before school, I'll need to sneak into the laundry room and take a bunch of clean panties from my stack. No way I can go all day with one pair, if I keep leaking like that. 

And I just can't stop leaking because I now feel Bo around all the time. I just can't stop it. 

Yes, that's his name. Bo. 

It's not even from the dream. It kind of came to me right after I woke up. I suddenly knew that it was Bo. The panda in the school, and the man with the two girls, they are both the same magical creature called Bo. 

Dreams are dreams. But Bo is real. Magical and real. I know so much about him now.

And I'm not ashamed anymore. Or scared. Bo is with me. Bo loves me. Just the way I am. He cares about me. 

I just need clean panties to change when I'm in school.


*

That was such a wonderful morning. And then it all went to hell.

In school, Biyu pulled me into a corner under the stairs and started whispering. She was very scared. She was weeping and looking around in fear.

She said she wanted to tell me all that long ago. But she was so afraid! What are you afraid of, I said?

Mr Chung!

Oh. Oh no. I just completely forgot I was supposed to go to his store today. But...

But then Biyu started talking crazy things. Everything she knew and saw and guessed. It was a lot. It was...

Biyu likes to gossip. I don't always believe her. But that wasn't gossip. Some of that happened to her. 

And somehow I knew it was all true. It all kind of snapped into place. 

My friend Biyu had missed a week of school last month, and she was acting strangely ever since. Now I could understand why. I understood everything now. 

I wasn't afraid yet, there in the schoolyard. Rather, I was relieved. I felt like something ugly has passed me and is going away. I felt pity for Biyu but also a relief. It's no longer threatening me. I just need to tell my parents and...

Don't cry, Biyu. Don't cry. He won't touch you anymore. You don't need to be afraid. It just can't happen. 

And no. No! Nothing bad will ever happen to me, Biyu. Because.

Just because. I'll tell you all about it one day. Just believe me.



*

Of course I ran to my Father with this. First thing after school. 

I've never been very close with my Mother. Father was who's always protected me and cheered me up. Or at least he's always talked to me. Mother rarely talks to me these days.

And I know he's not the last man in the village. Not as important as Mr Chung, of course. But we are respected. 

So I just went to him. And I told him all that "one girl in our school" (my parents don't like Biyu) told me today. 

...Even before I finish, I can see that my Father knew. He asks no questions. He doesn't say a word at all. He knows it already.

I shut up. I don't understand — 

And just then my Mother quietly enters the room. She sits down next to Father. She looks at me disapprovingly. 

"Stop it, Yenay. Stop talking like that," Father finally says.

I'm already dead quiet.

I can't understand what's going on. I am nine years old. But I know something. And I don't think what Biyu was whispering to me, and showing me, is what married people do. Or what people in love do. 

Or what people at all do. Any people! Anywhere!

I don't —

"Stop talking silly gossip. Mr Chung is a respected man. You should be happy he likes you. You remember you are visiting him today?"

I feel sick.

I used to think my Father loved me. Now I don't understand anything. 

"But I don't like him! Father! I can't love a man who —"

"Love! What's love! What can you understand about love. What you must do is obey your parents!"

My Father is a very quiet man. He never argues with anyone. He has never yelled at me, or forced me to do anything unpleasant. I can't believe what's going on.

I look at my Mother. 

And my Mother stands up. She comes up to me. She takes my school backpack off of me. And she opens it and takes out the panties. My own panties! I just put them there so I —

"I think you understand more than you show, Yenay," Mother says. Her voice is very quiet. 

She even smiles to me. She pats me on the head. She is not angry. She's just sad.

"Listen to me, Yenay. We owe a lot of money to... Mr Chung. He has been really helpful to us for a long, long time. He's done us a lot of good. More than you know. But now you just need to do what he says. Will you? Please, Yenay. Do it for me."

That's it. That's where I stop trying not to cry. I just — 

"It won't really hurt you, Yenay. Not really. Not much. I think you understand."

All I can do is wail. I'm crying as I've never cried in my life. I just collapse.

Mother sighs. She's trying to hug me. I evade the hug. 

Is this even real? Is it really happening? By now, the panda school seems so much more real than what my parents are doing to me.

My parents want to sell me to Mr Chung. That's it. They want to get back the value they've put into me. They knew it all along! 

It's not even about marrying his stupid son. Was that only a cover? All the marriage talk? A pretend? Or do they really think they'll also get that marriage after — after —

My Father stands up and shakes my by the shoulders. 

"Stop crying, Yenay. It's not decent. You're not a baby. You're a big girl. Just do what you're told and it will be all right. It will be over quickly, you understand? You may even... like it. Now go to your room. Wash your face and... everything. Change. Get yourself ready."

I can't —

I can't —

Bo! Bo! Where are you!

Bo?



CHAPTER 8


Yes Yenay, we live in a different world. A different planet even.

No Yenay, there are no evil people here. At least I haven't seen any yet. At least —

Yes Yenay. I love you. I really do. I want to be with you. I want you here with me. With us.

No Yenay, we cannot just take your friend with you. I'm really really sorry. It's not me. It just won't work. If she's a child, she must fall in love with someone in our world first. And without seeing! It is very very hard to do. Of course you did it, Yenay, but —

Yes Yenay. It's you. You chose me. I didn't choose you, not until you first chose me. It's not like I'm ghost-walking across your world picking up girls. It's not like that. Littles ask first, Yenay. Littles choose first and ask first. You asked me, and I answered.

Yes Yenay. Yes. Yes. We do it. We do it a lot. Just like in your dream. We really do.

No Yenay, I don't film your dreams for you. I've just been trying to talk to you. To learn about you. To see what you see. And you've been learning all kinds of things about me, even if you didn't notice that at first. That's where your dreams come from. 

No Yenay. No one knows where love comes from. It just does. And no one really understands how it bridges worlds. We can detect it but we can't control it. Love is the biggest mystery in the Universe.


*

A civilization that accepts sex as a part of life, to the extent Faravvay does, inevitably finds other uses for this weird pastime — over and above making people ridiculously happy. 

Just as an example, most of the poetry written in Faravvaic these days is composed to be read during a lovefuck. It's mostly sex poetry, as it were, even though topically it can be about anything. It just works best when whispered into an ear of your lover as you make love.

Sure, there are plenty of things you _can't_ do while you lovefuck. Or wouldn't even if you could. Basically, you can't do much if any rational thinking, but you can do a lot of feeling and remembering. Just as you inseminate your lover's vagina with your penis, you can inseminate her mind with your words, so long as you talk about something simple and emotionally charged. 

You may be quoting a poem. Or just saying the plain "I love you" again and again. In the beds of all worlds, lovers moan "I love you". They want to inject that into each other. They want that seed to germinate. 

Being a teacher by nature, I've experimented with whispering all kinds of things to my girls as I lovefuck them. I found it can be anything that engages them emotionally. And it really works wonders. Simultaneous lovefucking improves retention by a lot. It supercharges what you're saying.

Curiously, when you're in a full-body loving threesome, you may well lovefuck one of the girls but direct your wisdom mostly to the other. It works almost as well.

And, I'm now discovering, this seems to work even when one of the girls is literally out of this world. 


*

I'm gently thrusting into Kathy. 

Sex with Kathy is many things, but for me it's also the ultimate relaxation. It is so transparent. So smooth. So homey.

Of course. My Kathy is eleven years old. She's no Lily — not nearly as tight and underdeveloped and ticklish. Kathy can, and does, take me in completely, comfortably, full length, no reservation, no holding back. And it's so relaxing. We can go like that all night. Sometimes we do. 

More often, I just glide straight into orgasm because I know how Kathy enjoys my orgasms. Almost more than her own. At eleven, she really starts to understand orgasming. Each one is a discovery and adventure.

Tonight, however, I'm holding back as long as I can. I know Kathy doesn't mind. She understands what's going on. 

We are having a threesome! Only it's not full-body because Yenay is bodily in another world. (Lily is asleep.)

Mentally and emotionally, however, Yenay is with me, more and more now. She feels closer every night, even though it's still hard to get through to her. But when I do, it feels amazing. Yenay is so different. So smart. So incredible. So cute. 

Thank you, Kathy, for being so selflessly transparent. Thank you for allowing me to bask in your honest, earnest, innermost love — while I'm half-thinking, half-whispering to Yenay all kinds of things that this extraordinary girl in China, Earth, needs to hear. 

Yes Yenay. I am also from Earth, originally. Not China. A different country. Mine may be better than China in some respects, but it was just as bad for someone who tends to fall in love with children. By this measure, there are no good countries on Earth. So I quit Earth entirely, Yenay. I found another world where I can love and be loved. 

Yes Yenay. Very soon. Very very soon. We will meet very very very very soon.

May I now come into Kathy, Yenay? Please? May I? I think I — 

I really need it, we've been — 

Please please please — 

_ohhhhh_


*

My Kathy gave me a solemn promise. 

She will never ever leave me. No matter how big she grows. No matter who else I marry or fall in love with or whatever. Or who she loves (I know about Tanya, Kathy. Of course.) 

My Kathy is going to be mine. Always. Always. 

One Faravvay custom that I'm really not fond of is that, as kids in a family like ours grow up, they usually part ways with whoever has been loving them all their childhood years. They kind of graduate. They go on to seek their own roads in life.

Maybe that's wise. Maybe that's what is best for them and for society. But I guess I am an Earthman still. I have my share of prejudices. 

So. At least my Kathy is mine. Forever and ever. Till death do us part. Sorry.

Thank you. My love. You were wonderful today. What did you say? 

Yeah — I think Yenay is already —

Sorry I'm just — drifting off — 


    
*

"Wake up Bon. Wake up! I didn't want to sound an alarm... but now I do."

"Tanya? What..."

"It's urgent. And more urgent by the minute."

"Yenay?"

"Yes. She seems to be very distressed. Very. Almost a trauma level. We can lose her if we don't act quick enough, do you hear me?"

"Oh. Oh right. So we..."

"Grab your girls and run run run. I'll be right there and we start five fifty, got it? No time to yawn. Up! Up! Better sleepy now than sorry later."

"Yes. Yes. I'm up. Thank you Tanya."

"And call me at once if you're not going to make it by five fifty. Over!"


*

Since times immemorial, immigrants have been arriving into Faravvay on their own power. People have been using their emotions (of which love is by far the strongest), imagination, and thirst for newness to travel between worlds. 

By a cosmic law we can't even begin to understand, such travelers usually end up in a world they can be most happy in. Or at least, they end up _not_ being in a world they can't endure anymore.

That's the way it's always been. But times change. And they usually change by accelerating.

Self-powered world travel works but it is slow and unreliable. As in so many other things, technology comes to the rescue. Technology is the great accelerator.

About a century ago, a first worlder was built in Faravvay. It was small, fitting on a table top. It was hastily put together and barely worked at all. But it proved the concept.

Today, a worlder is a colossal piece of technology. There are just a few of them in Faravvay. Each worlder's time is divided between the Immigration Service who welcome and assist newcomers and the scientists who do their experiments to make sure times keep accelerating.

Most of the worlder circuits are deep underground. Above the ground, it's just a large and very well kept park. I think more people work on upkeeping the park every day than on the worlder itself.

And that is for a reason. That park is the first thing that a new arrival to Faravvay sees. It's what I saw first when I arrived. And what Tanya saw first. Now she works here.

The worlder park is not closed to the public. Quite the contrary. People are encouraged to come here and enjoy themselves. It is a traditional place for weddings and other celebrations. We like to greet the newcomers by showing them Faravvay at its brightest and cheerfulest.

(No noisy sex, no excessive nudity please)


*

It's still dark when we meet Tanya at the outskirts of the park. From there, it's a mile's walk towards the center. Uphill all the way.

The air is crisp. The stars of Faravvay shine their eternal light. Lily is asleep in my arms, sniffing lightly. ("Take this, it's chilly. Wrap her up.") Kathy is clinging to me, yawning. 

Tanya's walking briskly ahead, showing us the way.

The arrival station in the center of the park is a largish gazebo, or perhaps a pavilion is a better word. It's very plain. Very transparent and open. It's just the minimum of enclosure that a new arrival, who's often scared or agitated, needs for reassurance. You can see at once that you're not locked — but still you're in a human-built structure. There are smiling humans around you. And there's lush nature just behind the large glassless windows. 

Today, there's a scattering of pillows and mattresses near one of the windows, all behind a Chinese folding screen. It's made of red silk with dragons and flowers. I admire Tanya's attention to detail but I'm a bit wary of stereotyping. 

In the very center of the pavilion, there's a little round blue carpet. That's where materializations happen. It's the peak of the probability field.

Above it is a plain white ceiling fan — motionless now. It's the worlder status indicator. When it starts rotating, the worlder is active.


*

I put Lily down on a mattress and pull the plaid cover over her. No need to wake up the child. If we're lucky she will wake up just in time to greet Yenay. I think it will be best that way.

"Kathy. Kathy? Are you..."

"Here, Bon. I'm fine. I'm ready. I am."

Kathy's angelic smile and the first ray of the sun on the horizon light up simultaneously. Seconds after that, the ceiling fan silently speeds up. 

I take a deep breath and close my eyes. I push my mind into the Yenay space. I've done this before on my own, and it's supposed to just happen now with the worlder at full power. 

But somehow it's not working.

Kathy is busy around me. Undressing. Kissing. Caressing. Very gently. Very precisely. This girl knows my body better than I know it myself. She knows my soul better than her own. In Faravvay, the body is the soul.

Kathy knows our time is short. She knows I need stimulation — but there must be a minimum of Kathy in it, so I could get through to the Earth girl. Kathy is being transparent. If anyone can do this at all, it's Kathy.

And still. It's not working. I do feel something that might be coming from Yenay but it's all garbled, or...

And then I get a terrible jolt of basal survival fear. 


*

I've never felt such helplessness. I never imagined what it can be like. Helplessness is worse than pain. Worse than death.

I have never been abused during my life on Earth. It just never happened to me but I sometimes tried to imagine it. What is it like, to be 100% within someone's power? Someone hell-bent on doing something I dread? Someone who's useless to beg and plead?

Now I know. 

You won't know it unless you experience it yourself. Words are nothing. 

And love is the only way to fully feel what another human being feels. Societies not built on love always degenerate into sadism. 

Another thing I now know is that, when a girl you love is at the pitch-black bottom of helplessness, and your interworld love is being amplified by a fully charged worlder, you get an experience your previous life hasn't prepared you for.

I can't say if I behaved nobly in face of an adversity. I remember nothing of the first seconds of it. 

It looks like I did, instinctively, what a parent does when there's an explosion nearby. I reached for my child and grabbed her and pushed her over to the floor. To cover. To shield. 

And my dear child, what did she do? 

Well. For Kathy, there was no explosion. No fear. For her, we were doing an important experiment. She was assisting me. She knew her role and she was as eager and responsible as she could. She didn't need to understand all the details to do her part.

True, I had never before pushed her over like that. I never had such a face. But after all, it's an experiment. 

So my dear child promptly lifts up her legs. She reaches down with her graceful hand to direct me into her. And she hugs me and sighs the happy Kathy sigh of being with Bon.

And I plunge right in. There are things that just can't be stopped. No matter what.

Only then, fully inside Kathy, I manage to internalize that it's not me feeling the fear. It's Yenay.


*

I have never had sex like that in my life. Probably never will.

Love triumphs over death. That is no longer a vague platitude. I'm now living it. I am making fierce righteous love to fight the fear and the pain. I'm battling death.

Not triumphing yet. But the fight is on. We've stabilized. I have regained my senses. I can distinguish what Yenay sees and feels from what I myself see and feel. I'm in control of both worlds now.

Now, I can even see through Yenay's eyes, to an extent. I understand the kind of trap she's in. (His fat hairy fingers. His implacable little eyes.) I'm still not sure how I can pull her out but at least I'm pumping her with my strength and my support. 

Yenay is no longer afraid. She knows I'm close.

Yenay feels me. She feels my love. She feels Kathy. She feels Tanya, and Lily, and everyone else in this boundless big-hearted world of Faravvay. Yenay knows Faravvay through us. 

And I myself can keep fighting, and have strength to share, only because I am so firmly grounded in Faravvay. 

Literally balls deep. My Kathy is a real Faravvay girl. She has it in her.


*

A warm little palm touches my shoulder. It's Lily.

For a moment, I feel taken aback. I love my Lily. I adore and idolize my little girl. I would happily give my life to shield her from evil. I live for her, more than I live for Kathy, simply because she is younger. Younger people have more urgent needs. And I'm happy to do everything I can for my Lily.

But sometimes, when she's around, I hide a little frown. 

See, Lily is not your typical easygoing child. She's always demanding attention. She's a little bit of an egotist, to be honest. Or at least she's been until today. Lily may be difficult.

Especially when she wakes up and finds me and Kathy having sex. Which is exactly what has just happened.

And it happened right as I was starting to feel kind of unsure. 

Like, OK. I'm in control. I'm in firm contact with my Yenay. She's stable. I know she's not in any immediate danger, for the next several minutes at least. (That man is working his stupid ropes. Don't fear, Yenay. No rope will stop us.)

But what next? Should I just go ahead and orgasm? Will my orgasm be that magical tornado that carries my Yenay, like Dorothy, from the bleak world of cruel adults into the colorful land of eternal children?

What if an orgasm is not enough? Should I let Tanya know? (She's nowhere to be seen. The fan is rotating at full speed.)

And orgasms aren't all made the same, too. If I want maximum power, I need to go for it right now. 

Except that —

"Oh hi — Lily — good morning to my little princess! Are you bright and cheerful? See, we're..."



*

My Lily is doing something very unusual.

She is not pulling me off of Kathy. Not whining. Not making sour faces. Not making fun of us. Not masturbating demonstratively. Not running away wailing. 

(But you did once, Lily. You did. Lily, love, I'm not chastising you! I'm just explaining how surprised I felt when you started acting so... so entirely new. Those who read this will need to know how you acted before, so they can be properly surprised too, see?)

Lily isn't saying a word. She is stroking and kissing all over my long sweaty working body. 

Lily is breathing. Lily is so aroused. Lily is smiling (when I catch the sight of her face) such an incredible smile.

My little girl is being so tender. So sweet. I can't believe it. I just can't believe it.

And I suddenly feel like I'm not in control anymore. Not really. 

I may go any minute now. I really am close. Too close. 

Kathy. Yenay! I don't know what's going to happen. Please just brace for impact.

A seven-year-old child kneels behind my madly pumping ass and pushes apart my buttocks with her little hands and dives her sweet serious face right in the middle and — 

(Yes Lily, that was the first time you did this. You never did before. You just saw Kathy doing it, and you then acted kind of disgusted. No, Lily, I'm not making it up.)


*

And so it happened. 

Lily's miracle of selflessness made me and Kathy orgasm together. With the power of a million suns. 

And that was it. That triggered the interworld transport. 

Thank you Lily. Thank you Kathy. Thank you Tanya.

Orgasms have always created children. After this orgasm, there was a new child in Faravvay.


*

"Bo! Bo! Bo!"

Unfamiliar slender arms hug me desperately. A wave of new smells rushes in. 

Every person has their unique smell. Every child, especially. Every Earth child, doubly especially. Earth is a world of strong smells and dumb noses. Life in Faravvay restores your sense of smell to the animal level.

I'm breathing in eagerly. I haven't yet properly seen Yenay's face. She's hiding it on my chest and grasping at me with all her might.

There is a lot in this wave of smells. Thick layers of cinnamon, cheap plastic, concrete. Some fizzly drink. Stale tea. Cotton and sweat. A hint of urine.

(That's OK. That's OK. It's all over. You're safe. Do not shiver. Breathe into me. That's it. That's all right. Don't think of it. I'll lick you squeaky clean.)

Underneath all that, there is a little girl with silky black hair and silky skin and silky, dry, sweet smell of her own. 

I recognize her instantly.



*

"What the fucking fuck!"

I flinch. When Tanya is upset, she sometimes swears in a very unfaravvaic way. She's a true Earth girl inside. I turn to see what's going on. 

Oh no.

There is someone else. Right in the middle of the arrival carpet. 

A short fat man in bleak Earth clothes, with a weird contraption of ropes and sticks in his hand. He is crouched, looking around wildly. He's disoriented but visibly angry. He's not used to having his rightful prey taken from his grasp. He's not used to being played tricks on.

Perhaps my orgasm was just a tiny bit too powerful. 

That man, right here, is everything that's wrong with my native world. He is so against everything I hold dear. He is incompatible. He can't be here.

I brought evil into Faravvay. Now I have to push it back out.

(Glance at the ceiling: the fan is still rotating. Slower now.)

Please bear with me, girls. Please. Please don't get hurt. Please just don't get hurt.

Please bear


*

"I don't understand! Tanya! What happened? Who was that man? That fat man?"

"Shh Lily! Let's not be noisy. Big Bon and Yenay need to be alone for a while, see? Please don't..."

"But who was that!"

"I don't really know, honey. Someone from Earth... too. He got pulled in with Yenay. Accidentally. Perhaps he was..."

"But he disappeared! Why? Why, Tanya? And why did Bon make the panda?"

"I wish I knew, Lily! But my guess is, because... it turns out... because a panda can be a quite ferocious animal."

"Whoa! Did Bon..."

"I think what happened is that Bon used his... disguise... to make it obvious to that man that he's not welcome here. He made him want to go back. Really really want."

"Bon scared the bad man away! Wow!"

"Well... yes. He reversed a transport! That's quite a trick, I must say. You know what, Kathy, it was only theoretically known up to now..."

"Mmm."

"Kathy, you're OK? Not hurt? Or just scared?... I can imagine. No? Not too much?"

"I really thought I'd die."

"Oh no. Oh no. Kathy!"

"No, I mean... In a good way. It was just so powerful. We've never, never, never before..."

"Kathy, I'm so happy, you know? I'm so proud for you. For Bon and for you girls. And for Yenay, of course. We've done something no one ever done before, you know that?"

"No one? Ever ever?"

"Ever ever, Kathy. We are the first to have used..."

"Love?"

"Not just love. Love is always... But here, it was Yenay's love, plus you all being so much in love too, and making love so wonderfully, and really wanting Yenay here... It's all combined. By the way, it's very rare that a materialization happens so far away from the center."

"Where's center?"

"This carpet over here. It's where everyone else pops up... including that guy. But Yenay was right in the arms of her Bon, imagine that! Like a fairy tale. By the way... I think Yenay might have appeared even earlier if... Even before the orgasm, if not for one thing. Can you guess?"

"If I wasn't asleep! Why didn't you wake me!"

"Oh Lily! I'm so sorry! We just didn't know how... central you would be in all this. Sorry honey! Like I said, no one attempted this before! Not waking up Lily was definitely our mistake."

"So I had to wake up on my own! And nobody even told me what to do! I just went and did it!"

"You're a hero, Lily. A true hero! I mean it. See, Yenay ended up materializing in Bon's embrace, which means..."

"There was no room?"

"Right Kathy! Exactly. Big Bon is such a huggie, right? He always goes full-body-contact with a girl. He's such a bear! So there was literally no physical room for Yenay to go where she most wanted to go, until..."

"Until I licked his buttie!"

"Yes! Yes! Right you are, Lily honey! You made Bon bend out, kind of... to ungrasp Kathy as he started to orgasm. Which freed the room for Yenay. I told you you're a hero, Lily!"

"Aha. Can we peek now? Please? Can we peek?"

But there's no one behind the folding screen. The bed is empty. 


*

Outside, on the impossibly green grass of Faravvay summer, a big man and a little girl are running away. They are holding hands and laughing out loud. 

They run down the slope towards the big shining sea on the horizon. They obviously don't want anyone else right now — in whatever world. They're in their own.

Zoom out. We see this through a large glassless window. 

At the window, a slender woman and two little girls are watching. The woman is embracing the older girl's shoulder.

Next cut. The woman and the older girl are kissing. The younger girl turns towards them and makes a face. She pulls the woman by the sleeve.

Next cut. The younger girl is on the window sill, her back to the shining world outside. She is all naked except for one pink sock with black kittens and white flowers. The woman and the other girl are kissing all over her body, slowly and sensually. The woman kneels to take off the remaining sock and licks the little girl's tiny toes. The little girl giggles and jerks her arms and legs in radiant amusement.

Final cut. Outside, the big man picks up his little girl and takes her to his bosom. The girl's face is bright as a little sun.

The big man carries a child. He is cradling her at his chest. 

Below, his still wet penis is sticking out. He wiggles with his bottom as he goes, just a little. Dancy-fancy. He is playing with his thing handlessly. 

It's not even sexual. It's just the fullness of life. Just the freedom. Just the love.

They laugh. They waltz. He throws her up in the air, ready to catch her into his outstretched arms. 




THE END
